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straying pigs ; and the insanitary atmosphere
is likely to have prejudiced the failing health
of a neighbouring resident."

But it is a great book. It is an encyclo-
paedia ; its compiler has written with great
learning, judgment, and fairness of mind;
it is not likely to be superseded unless the
Baconians suddenly prove their case. But
(I observed on my couch) Sir Sidney has his
defects as a writer. His ordinary style, com-
pressed and clear, is wonderfully suited to the
narration of dry facts. But when he feels he
must be picturesque for a time or two, especially
when he is attempting a little of that " merely
aesthetic criticism " which he eschews in his
preface, he is apt to be awkward with his
imagery. Especially, he juxtaposes incon-
gruous metaphors which, although moribund,
are not quite dead enough to be put together
unnoticed. When he writes of " all the
features of a full-fledged tragi-comedy," one
cannot help wondering whether " features"
was a misprint for a feathers." I was wonder-
ing how it was that so sensible and unrhetorical
a man as Sir Sidney had left these sentences
in this book after so many editions, when the
letter arrived informing me, in the pleasantest
way, that I had a beam in my own eye.

But, to continue our metaphors, my withers
are unwrung by that beam. I know that I
write " one" when " one" does not mean
" we," or a everybody," or " any sort of
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